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Summary:
Andrew and Ashley Graves are trapped together in their apartment. For Andrew, this is like living in Hell. For Ashley, it's better to reign in Hell than serve in Heaven.

Notes:
(See the end of the work for notes.)

Chapter 1: Skirt
Chapter Text
YOU ARE ANDREW.

Things are not so good right now. You're starving to death, trapped in your shitty little apartment with your insane bitch sister. Long ago you'd dreamed that you'd die someday far away from this place. Somewhere by the sea, somewhere with a bedroom all to yourself, and with no-one around for hundreds of miles. Somewhere peaceful and quiet and cold.

Instead you're dying here, starving to death in the same rooms you've lived your entire life. Trapped literally where you were only previously trapped figuratively.

Ashley is trapped with you and there's some solace in the fact that she's dying too. There's very little chance of her surviving and having a happy life without you under normal circumstances. She's made that clear many times. So dying here together is a relatively guilt-free way to go. Suicide was never your style, knowing that you'd be killing her as well. You had been hoping for an accident or maybe a terminal illness of some kind, so these parasites are kind of a jackpot. You just wish they'd get on with it and kill you rather than having to starve to death.

"Whaddaya think?" Ashley asks you, playfully.

"What do I think of what?" you reply, averting your eyes from her shameless display but you've done this routine before. You know how this plays out. You know what you're supposed to say to avoid the fight, but you never can. It's just too fucking weird.

"My outfit, silly! It might be delivery time!"

"It's never delivery time anymore" you reply, looking her over. She's twisting gently back and forth for you, stood between you and the TV. She's dressed in a black tube top which barely covers her chest, clearly with no bra underneath, and an old grey school skirt which is now pornographically small for her. It was a normal length when she wore it in middle school, but since she's gotten taller and her hips are wider, she has to wear it around her waist, which means it also barely covers her. She's staring intent at you as you once again take in her sight and shape of her body, a little wry smirk on her face. She looks like a very cheap stripper. You wonder briefly where she gets the energy for this, being a day without food by now.

"Weeell, they might deliver something! And if they do I need to look my best!"

"And this is your best?" You roll your head back on the couch and stare at the ceiling, seeing stars. Your skull is pounding from hunger.

"You don't think I look good?" You can hear the pout in her voice. Here it comes.

"I think you look like a fucking slut Ashley." Anger rises in your chest and you can't help ranting. "And if looking like a slut had helped any of the other times we got deliveries, we'd have had more of them. So clearly it doesn't fucking help!"

She laughs, her high mocking laugh.

"A slut?? Calling your own sister a slut?! God, you wish you fucking pervert!" She's laughing but you know she's angry.

"Fuck you Ashley. Go and put some fucking clothes on."

"Make me."

This is new. "What?"

"I said make me. If you want me dressed so badly then you're going to have to dress me up yourself. Bet you'd love that, wouldn't you? But you'd have to undress me first you freak."

A strange flutter in your chest turns into a spike of anxious pain in your stomach.

"Ashley, what the fuck are you talking about?? Are you delirious or something?! I'm not going to fucking dress you up like someone made the world's most annoying fucking barbie doll. Fuck you! You're the fucking freak..."

As your rant winds down you realise she's gone quiet. Fuck. You lift your head, stifling a groan at the agony, and try to focus your eyes on Ashley. She's staring at you, a weird expression on her face. For a while she says nothing. Some other feeling starts to grow within you, something painful and gnawing and knotted in your stomach.

"...You think I'm ugly."

Not bothering to stifle a groan, you loll your head back again.

"For fuck's sake Ashley. It's not about that. Who fucking cares what I think? Just please, please go and get dressed."

"No, you do. You think I'm an ugly little bitch who's good for nothing. I couldn't charm the pants off a serial rapist, right? I couldn't give this away." This is definitely one of the odder things she's been pissed off about. Maybe she is delirious. Or you are. You make a mental note that it's time to break into the rations at last.

"Ashley, fucking hell, listen to yourself. What answer could I possibly give that isn't completely fucked up?"

"Well fuck Andrew, I don't know! You say you want me to cover up so clearly I make you uncomfortable. You don't think I'm cute enough to charm a warden for food. You're not making any fucking sense here. You say I'm a fucking slut, but I guess I'm an ugly slut? Would you prefer it if I were a sexy slut? Or an ugly fucking... nun?!" Interesting choice for what she thinks the opposite of a slut is. "Which is it? Huh? I bet if fucking Julia was here dressed like this for you, you wouldn't be able to resist her!"

"Ashley... fuck, I don't- I'm sorry." She's got you flustered now. All turned around. You've lost track of this conversation and have clearly thoughtlessly said something she's taken way too fucking seriously. Again. And the mention of Julia's name has sent another little coil of guilt spiraling down into your bowel. You're really fucking bad at talking to people, you know. Wait, yes, you do know. Because every time you do, it ends up like this.

"Why the fuck do you hate me so much, Andrew? What the fuck have I ever done to you?" Blood in the water. You won't come back from this one easily. Not if the pain in your head and your chest have anything to say about it. "Why won't you fucking LOOK AT ME?"

You raise your head again. She's not in her coy twisting pose anymore. She's stood arms crossed across her chest, glaring. You wonder if she's going to try and hit you but if she tried in this outfit she'd probably end up exposing herself. Not that that's bothered her before. You swear that she times getting changed and getting out of the shower for whenever you'll be around to almost see her. You have the good sense to stay the fuck away and cuss her out over it, but you've caught more glimpses of her bare ass in these last few months than ever before in your life. She's not wrong when she points out that it's a small apartment. And also not wrong to point out that you're a gross fucking pervert. Not that you can tell a soul. Especially not her.

"...Well?" She demands. "Are you going to say something or keep staring at my fucking tits, Andrew?" She squeezes her crossed arms together to push them up and together, to emphasise her point.

"I- I wasn't-"

"Fuck you Andrew. I ask you what's wrong and you can't even give me one good reason you're being like this. I ask you to look at me and you just fucking creep on me. I should just lock myself in Mom's room and starve to death in there quietly so at least you can be happy without me for a change. Happy with your whores. Or give myself to the wardens and see if I can work for some fucking food. Even if I am ugly." Another fluttering feeling in your thorax that leaves you feeling sick. A curious spike of something. Something darker.

"Ashley, no, fuck, I'm sorry. Please..."

She stops for a moment, and her anger drops into a look that could be concern. She drops her arms, and the fight seems to have gone out of her. You remain tense.

"Do you... think I'm pretty?"

"Ashley... what the fuck?"

"I mean it! I know we're probably not getting out of this fucking apartment and I just... want to know. If you think I'm pretty. I don't think it matters too much now, does it?"

It doesn't. Right?

"I don't know... I guess I just haven't thought that much about it" you lie.

"So, think about it now..." You don't like this more serious Ashley. This is another conversation where there's no right thing to say.

You pretend to consider her a second, stood in front of you, as if you don't already know what you think. Despite the weeks of starvation rations, she has a womanly figure. Bonier than before, but that has left her wrists and neck more slender. Her collarbones more pronounced. Her lovely black mop of hair that begs to be played with. Her face is a little too much like your mother's for you to be comfortable calling that pretty. No, you've definitely never thought about this before. You opt for qualified honestly. She'll laugh at you but that's better than her being mad.

"Yeah, Leyley, you're pretty." You throw the nickname in there to try and disarm her a little more, and she obviously blushes at its use. However her composure returns fast.

"Hahahaha! I knew it! You are a creepy perv! Ew! Andrew, I'm your sister!" She laughs and laughs. It's a nice sound. A real laugh, even if it is at your expense.

"Yeah yeah, and I'm your brother. You're the one asking about what I think you sick fuck!" and you laugh together.

This fight was... different. Short, thankfully, and seems to be over. She plops down on the couch next you you, lying across the unoccupied length of it and resting her head in your lap. Her unsupported chest bounces in her top with the movement, but everything stays in place. However bringing her knees up, what little skirt she has hitches up her thigh. You can't help noticing that if you were anywhere but where you are now, she would be exposing her underwear to you. You try to help thinking about this, and also try to help thinking about how close her head is to... you know. More of that sick feeling inside. Stop feeling this, stop thinking this, you disgusting piece of shit. What helps is seeing her face now. Dark bags under her eyes. Eyes which have lost the spark of energy from a minute ago. Dull and unfocused. Whatever reserve she was burning to yell at you, it's empty now. Thank God. She'll pass out soon, most likely, and then you can move.

"Aaaaandyyyy..." she murmurs, rapidly becoming groggy. You hate that name. But you're getting concerned. Maybe food can't wait. But your head is still killing you.

Ashley passes out on your lap. Somewhere between starvation and sleep, she goes limp. One of her legs goes akimbo and threatens to roll her off the couch, but you dart out a hand and grab it in time. Laying the leg flat and bringing the hand back, you definitely can't help completely accidentally grazing her skirt a little, hitching it up just a little. Just to see, a little. You fucking monster.

What you do see is confusing. All of Ashley's panties are black. Some spotty and some stripey, but all black. The small triangle of crotch you've exposed isn't black. You don't know that she has any panties the colour of her flesh. And then of course, with dawning horror, a sickly black feeling comes over you, as your heart starts hammering in your chest with the realisation. She isn't wearing any. She's been talking to you think whole time, completely nude underneath.

You don't feel well. This has immediately gone too far. The hammering in your chest is playing off the hammering in your head, and your stomach feels in knots and ropes. What the fuck is wrong with you? If anyone saw this, if Ashley saw this, fuck. You don't even know what she'd do. Call the police, probably. This has gone way too far you fucking idiot. You tear your gaze away from the little place of flesh you exposed, and force your eyes shut. Lying back again to try and relieve your head, feelings overtake you. Frozen in place underneath your sister's dozing, comatose body, you swim in a dark, dark ocean.

It's dark when you come to. You don't know when or if you passed out or slept or what, but it feels like you've been sat there for hours now. Maybe longer. Turning over in this feeling. All you feel now is more tired. No, you must have slept. As you look around, Ashley has moved. Nothing you'd noticed conciously. She seems to still be asleep. She's rolled completely over onto her front, and scootched up the couch a way. Thankfully you can't at all see her crotch anymore but it's been replaced by the skirt being very hitched up over her behind, giving you a great view of most of her rear. It can't be comfortable. A warm feeling is covering your crotch, and you briefly worry that you've pissed yourself in your sleep again, but no, it's just Ashley, exhaling directly on your- oh fuck.

Though the room is dark, you can see her breaths rising and falling, and feel them in warm exhalations that seem to wrap completely around your... yeah. It's your dick. Heart hammering you will your body not to react to the sensation, but your will fails you. With every hot breath spreading through the fabric of your jeans, the warmth wraps around your rapidly hardening dick. Sending out furtive pleas to any and all forces of the universe for this to stop, your worst fear is confirmed, as your erection grows to nudge Ashley in the face, moving her head.

"Hrnn... whu-?" Please no.

"An- Andy...?" Please anything but this.

"And... Oh... my..." Please just don't notice anything, please go back to sleep.

"Andrew oh my fucking GOD! What the FUCK is wrong with you??" You feel yourself burn with shame. A deep fear screams in your chest and you want to move but she's on you and you can't. She's sitting up now, her cleavage hanging right by your free hand, her hands on your thighs to push herself up, and her gaze fixed on your crotch. How the tables turn.

"Hahahaha oh my God! I can't believe this! You call me an ugly slut and this is what you really think, huh? You can't hide this, can you?" And with that she reaches out and grabs you, over your jeans. You flinch and stifle a yelp, but she has you firm.

She moves her face close to yours so she's all you can see, her grasp still firm, moved up to straddling you now. You try not to think about the fact that if she weren't so close you could see- nope! Not thinking about it!

"You're so fucked up Andrew. This is so fucking serious. I can't believe you felt this way and never told me. Fuck!" She is squeezing you something like rhymthically. She seems to be enjoying this.

You try and gasp something out at her, some objection, but nothing concrete comes. Stammered words of protest, nothing enough to actually stop her.

"I know, I know, fuck, you've not been able to jerk off since being stuck in here. I'm soooo sorry that's been so... hahaha, HARD, on you!" She squeezes you with the emphasis. Shame threatens to crawl up out of your throat and you swallow it hard, tasting acid.

"But I guess that's probably my fault too. Everything else is, huh? Well don't worry, this can be my fault too." And with that, she kisses you hard on the mouth. The fluttering and the shame and the fear make you feel faint, and so with that, your body obviously decides that now is the best time to climax. Your sister's soft mouth on yours, your body is wracked with a sharp, brief, painful orgasm. Your hands, suddenly remembering they have motion, shoot up to grab her, to pull her face away from yours, but just end up grabbing a handful of her thick, soft hair, and your fingers wrap themselves in it. You pull her away gently, gasping for breath. She looks at you now with a very strange expression. Like she's sizing you up. Like she's unsure. Then she looks at the wet stain on the front of your jeans, and the shrinking bulge beneath it, and laughs again, with that awful smirk on her face. She wipes her hand in mock disgust on your shirt, not that there was anything on it.

You want the world to end right now. Your brain feels like it's going through a slow reset and you don't know what's switching on and what's switching off. Your sister doesn't look like herself anymore. Your apartment doesn't look like itself. These clothes are uncomfortable. Your crotch it cold, and the obvious smell of cum is filling the air. You feel very far apart from yourself. You hold up one hand and look at the palm and it doesn't feel like your own. You manage a laugh. And then nothing. Ashley has been saying something to you.

"...believe you'd cum so hard from just kissing your own sister. Your own flesh and blood! Eeee, I always knew you were like this!" She drops the mocking tone. "But now it's time for you to thank me... for being such a good sister."

Still straddling you, she pulls away from your face allowing you to see her body. With both hands she draws her skirt up her thighs, not that it has a long way to go, and exposes to you a full view of her glistening cunt.

She's giving you what she probably thinks is a sultry look, but you can't see it as anything but disgusting. The knot in your stomach has grown so large that it encompasses all of you. Every nerve you have is aching with a great exhaustion.

She takes your hand, and tries to guide you to her, but you resist. Feebly, but you manage it. You don't really know what or why. Your heart is pumping molten ink. Her expression drops into a pout and she tries again. Fails again. And her expression becomes exasperation.

"Fine!" She declares, breaking her straddle and moving to stand on the couch. "If you won't help, I'll just help my fucking self, you useless fucking bitch." And with that she's stood over you. Her skirt at your head height. She lifts it, giving you another closer view of her wetness. You can feel the heat and smell her arousal radiating off of her onto your face. You're mesmerised by it, until she takes the initiative and smothers you with herself.

Sensation floods you. The scent and the taste and the warmth. Everything worms its way into your face as you can feel her bucking her hips, slathering herself all over your face and in your mouth. Like some animal marking you. You try and move your head any way to get free but succeed only in being covered more and more by this filthy thing that is now your whole world. Somewhere far away, Ashley moans. She moans a name.

"Ohh, Andy-"

And with that, whatever spell you were under is shattered. Strength returns to you. With a yell your arms fly up in a rage, and you push her away with whatever might is left to you. She falls hard on the floor in front of the couch, and begins to scream at you. Threats and names, mostly. You have no time for it. You dart into the bathroom, the nearest door with a lock, and have it locked moments before Ashley begins hammering on it, fury in her lungs hurled directly at you.

Nothing important.

Nothing you can't ignore for now.

You sink down the wall into a ball.

You notice with disgust, a wet stain on your thighs. Where she was sat. Where she got so turned on from jerking you off she practically wet your jeans all the way through.

You bury your face in your hands only for them to come away wet and reeking of sex. And with shame you feel yourself twitch with arousal at the smell.

You want to scream.

You want to yell.

You want to cry and cry and cry and pass away gently.

Instead you unlock the door.

Whatever Ashley sees in your face, it steals the fire right out of her. She points, back in the bathroom. You go. And sit down again against the wall. Face hidden, and silent. She stands before you a few moments, staring. Silent herself. Then she turns on the shower.

Once it's warm. she pulls you up and she helps you strip off. Shirt over the head, unbuttoning your jeans and disrobing you entirely. You're too weak to put up a fight, and there's nothing new for her there. Thankfully she keeps up the silence, and simply strips off herself. Then she takes your hand and pulls you with her into the shower.

It doesn't really register at the time with you that you're showering with your sister now. She takes the showerhead and washes your face directly, gently scrubbing away the mess she made on you. The mess she made of you. Then she washes down your body, gently massaging your wiry musculature downwards. You step away when she gets down to your lower abdomen before she can touch you there, and she doesn't force the issue. Instead you clean yourself. It doesn't feel clean, per se. Not after Ashley's touch. But it all smells better.

Ashley for her part doesn't need any help cleaning. She scrubs up with particular care to her still very wet crotch, lingering maybe just a little to long for her own pleasure. This you notice, and some echo of the shame you felt before reverberates itself through you again. Another twitch of arousal, but thankfully you don't get fully hard. And if Ashley notices anything, she doesn't make any sign of it.

Shutting the shower off, she wordlessly throws you a towel from the wash. It's still damp, but better than nothing. You hide yourself with it, and she does the same with one of her own. Then she gestures out of the bathroom. You go.

Sat on your bed, you wrap yourself in your blankets, careless that you're making them soaking wet. Ashley is on her bed across from you, staring at you as she shakes a towel through her hair. She stands, and makes her way across to the door.

"Food. What do we have?" She asks.

"Soup. Top cupboard." You reply, though your voice sounds far away.

"Okay. Andy?" You can't. She can't. Not now.

She waits a few seconds.

"Andrew."

"Mm?"

"I'm sorry... I'm sorry I'm such a piece of shit." And leaves the room without a glance backwards.

The waves come crashing back. Guilt overtakes you and you lie back and try and force the palms of your hands through your eye sockets. Even then, behind your eyes, all you can see is your sister wiggling her ass as you, pleasuring herself with the showerhead, but it's not the showerhead, it's you, it's your dick, and it's your face, and she pierces you with a wry look as she engulfs everything around you, and she moans, and moans, and moans your name. Andrew, Andrew, Andrew. Except she isn't saying Andrew, is she?

You shake off this godawful vision and force yourself to stare at the ceiling. With another lance of shame you realise that you've been playing with yourself as you've been imagining. You are painfully hard, and breathless with need.

You briefly consider options. The balcony. A knife. Maybe just starving. But no. You won't. You're a fucking pussy. And after all, isn't this what you wanted?

~~~~~~

YOU ARE ASHLEY.

Things are great right now. You bet that whore Julia never managed anything like that. You're making soup for you and Andy and it's all you can do to stop from humming, or even doing a little celebratory dance. You flush, thinking of how he grabbed your waist while you were touching him. His little moans. How he moved his hips against your hand. How he forced his tongue into your mouth. A little wave of arousal hits you. You consider your options. Bathroom? Mom's room? You know she has all sorts of toys to play with. Maybe wait until Andy's asleep tonight and finish yourself off in the same room? The idea is getting you lightheaded.

But no, you don't really need to finish right now. It's never really been about that for you. You want Andy to do it. Need him to. And you need him to need to do it. He does want to do it, of course, but he needs to let himself need it. Dumb prude. It can wait. And you like the idea of being more and more in heat for him. Become so horny he can't ignore it. You wonder if you could get him to- agh, too many possibilities! You force your hand away from your aching clit. It's wet already. You let some drop from your hand into the simmering soup and smile.

You really can't get ahead of yourself just yet. You went a little too far already, and though you brought it back okay, you are going to have to play this carefully. You resolve to give Andy a few days of relative peace and quiet to collect himself. Repress this or process it, whatever. Then you can ambush him. Maybe wake him up in the night. Maybe wear nothing at all one day. Goad him into it. Or just smother him again, teach him to lick and love you just how he needs, and reward him well if he's a good boy. Whatever way you do it, the boundary is broken now. Next time will be easier for him. And the time after that. The knowledge that you're now just days away from giving him your virginity, and taking his, makes you want to squeal.

You feel light. Lighter than air. Like a brilliant luminesence is shining from within you.

The future is so, so beautiful.



Chapter 2: Burns
Chapter Text
YOU ARE ASHLEY.

A few days ago you took things a little too far with your brother. You try not to admonish yourself over this too much. You couldn't really help yourself, him looking so helpless and breathless and all. Still, it does suck that it means you have to be a little more careful for now. You're walking a fine line. Too soon or too late, and this will all have been for naught. Well, except for its own sake. And it did feel good.

Andrew hasn't been well the last few days. At least, unwell compared to how well you're usually doing, trapped in this starvation prison. He's stalking around the house like an unfixed cat. Sometimes he's angry but most of the time he just seems hollow. It's okay. He was like this with ____ as well. It'll pass. And when it does, you'll be there. The problem is waiting that long.

Since your last little escapade you've been burning with need for some kind of release. In a way that you really haven't felt before. Like new door inside of you has been opened. Something slinking and urgent. You can sneak away to the bathroom for some privacy, but it isn't really the same. You don't like that Andrew doesn't really mind. He lets you go without a care in the world. His own little sister, fucking herself silly in the next room over him, and he just keeps that dumb vacant sullen look on his face. It's enough to make you scream. He should WANT you. He should batter down the door and show you how to do it. Show you how he did it to keep him dumb whores drunk on ecstacy. And you can play and giggle and squeal and pretend to try and fight him off as he works, methodical and unceasing, stripping you down and filling you up, as you defile with sex this little apartment you played together as babies. Leave every room reeking. Stain your parents' bed. Soak it. Walk around bare all day like rutting animals in heat, mounting each other over every stick of furniture. Just together. Fused together, like you were always meant to be.

Fuck, what is it with you and being in heat? Did you watch too many nature documentaries at a formative age? That would explain the pair-bonding thing too. No, it's not that. Nothing really explains this. Nothing explains you so easily.

Aaaaand you definitely just spent the last few minutes completely spaced out about the idea of Andrew breaking down a door to pin you down and fuck you, didn't you? Yeah, you did. Well it's not like you were in the middle of anything. Except attempting to keep your underwear dry, which you SOMEHOW managed to fail to do while spacing out. Honestly, what a pain. Whatever pixie or fairy that keeps casting the "wet underwear" spell on you knows precisely when you're going to be too distracted thinking about being fucked to catch it in the act. That's definitely what's happening.

That's the sort of joke you'd crack to Andrew right now if he weren't being such a bitch over one little handjob. Julia probably gave him handjobs all the time and he'd never be like this about it. Fucking bitch. It was over the clothes as well. Barely anything. It may as well have been a hug.

You consider briefly the best way to approach Andrew to verify whether he still likes you. This mutual silent treatment has made these already long and boring days even more hellish. You always got antsy when he was withdrawn. That's when he starts thinking about other girls. But it's never been like this.

He's been sleeping worse as well. That's kind of troubling. He's always struggling with nightmares and insomnia but now the bags under his eyes look heavy. Like he'd be charged extra if he tried to board a plane with them. See, all this good material wasted on your own brain.

Last night was promising though. For the first time since... yeah... he came to you again. You felt a little bad about the little game you'd been playing with him. See, since... yep, the handjob, you don't want to let the big sexy elephant get swept completely under the rug of sibling-hood. So obviously you've needed to keep a hand in. In yourself, of course. Andrew's been no help at maintaining this atmosphere. He's dressing quickly and obviously avoiding you and saying little. But at night when you're across from each other's beds, he can obviously hear you quietly, quietly, quietly masturbate under your covers. You put on a show. Little movements he has to strain his senses to notice. Very specifically labouring and quickening and slowing your breathing. You notice his own breathing all but stops when you put on these little shows, and you worry if the hammering in your chest will drown out the occasional little moan you let out.

You never finish, of course. It just doesn't happen. A shame really, but doing it by yourself, even with the audience of one, just isn't enough to get you there. Whether you're massaging your hard little clit imagining his tongue, or fucking your hole with your fingers, imagining something else. What gets you closest is imagining him being forced to watch you do this to yourself while he struggles and complains, but even that isn't enough to orgasm. But you pretend to. Give a little shudder and a shake and then stop. The worst part is the mess afterwards. You wonder about having Andrew holding you while you do this to yourself, and then giving him your hand to lick clean. You wonder about this very much. So much so you want to keep going, but no. The show's over. Can't belabour it.

The first night you tried this, he almost immediately got up and went to sleep on the couch. Or rather, lie on the couch staring at the ceiling consumed by lust, obviously. But the few nights after that he stayed. Listening. And you heard his own breathing, and his own turning about. Last night you could almost swear you heard him touching himself too at the same time and the thought left you dizzy, so much so that you almost finished for real, but in the morning you checked his bed while he showered and his sheets were as clean as always. No warm pearlescent delights for you to dip a finger in, and trace across your own face and body and hole, marking yourself as property and owner. A darn shame. They'd be dry by that point anyway, you dunce, but you don't really care. You've got a hell of an imagination, you tell yourself. Yes, you agree, you do. Ah well, all the better to drag it straight from the source.

Stay on track, woman! He came to you again. In the night. He didn't say anything, but he rarely has to. The return to routine gave you hope that maybe he was ready. You let him into bed beside you and curled up next to him. He curled an arm around you that rested on your head, playing gently with your hair. You rested an arm on his chest, but daringly, let it move lower and lower. A large part of you was screaming for you to take it all the way, to feel the heat and hardness of him and take him in your mouth, to swallow all of it the darkness. But you restrained yourself. You're SO good at this patience stuff. It's unreal. And it's going to pay off.

When you awoke from a deep, dreamless sleep, you were in the same position. Andrew was asleep. Eyes fluttering under closed lids, he twitched and muttered fretfully. Nothing you could make out though. Your free hand on his chest, you moved it around his wiry bony chest up and down. Counting his sticking ribs with walking fingers. Teasing a nipple gently that brought a very different murmur from him, and which gave you an idea. Definitely not jumping the gun or anything, you gently made your way down his body, feeling his thin, fraying shorts. And there, gently carressing the outline of his soft penis. Up and down a gentle fingernail, until with some glee you felt it stiffening and lengthening. Stifling a giggle you withdraw your hand, and woke Andrew with a friendly affectionate kiss on the cheek. He took a few moments to come around but blushed deeply when he did, and tried to scurry away, but you wrapped your arms around him and he ended up dragging both of you off the bed and onto the floor.

"Ashley, I- Fuck!"

"Andrew, what's the matter? Don't you remember crawling in here with me?"

Dressed in your loose pajama top and shorts you gave him an excellent view, all entangled in bedsheets and pressed against him. Dressed only in his own shorts, your view was pretty great too, but you couldn't dwell. Oh, wait, maybe you could.

"My my! Someone's alert this morning!" you gestured down but he already knew what you meant and he reddened further.

"I- It's not- Don't be fucking weird, Ashley!"

"It's fine, come on. I know boys are like that in the morning. Whatever. Now, if you wanted any help with that..."

He blanched then instead, and retreated to his own side of the room. Maybe you'd pushed a little to much on that one. Fucking dammit. But, no matter. He didn't cuss you out over it and had that cute little look of boyish shame. All bashful and delectable. You just know he was struggling to hide his interest. He went off to shower and dress and although your body ached to go after him, you contented yourself with rubbing your aching clit with a corner of his bedsheets. Enjoy sleeping with those, dick. Not that he can sleep anyway! Ha!

Anyway, you got one layer of clothes closer than last time. That's progress, right?

~~~~~

YOU ARE ANDREW.

And you are losing your mind.

Your sister appears to have lost hers completely. At long last. You felt this was a long time coming but this is beyond the pale. This may well be a new low for her.

No, it's not a new low. There's no reaching that low. Not again. The thought calms you a little for some reason. Fucked up as she is nobody's life is on the line this time. Thank fuck.

You muse that your innocence is on the line, but that's a write-off already as well. After all, you're the killer, aren't you? And even then in other matters you're not innocent either. You think about Julia. Or, you try to. You've been thinking about her a lot recently. Her warm little hands. Her slender wrists. The strange quizzical look she gave you when you grabbed them both, and pinned her to her mattress. Like she didn't know what to do with herself. Her soft lips. The heat inside her mouth. Her long raven hair and how soft it felt, and the silly little squeal she gave when you gathered a handful and held it tight. So tight that she'd never get away. How she moaned and moaned and moaned like some sort of trapped animal and held you afterwards and said that she loved you through little sobs. Fragile little bird.

You sigh. She's not a bad person, not really. Just needy. Possessive. It's a shame she doesn't get along with Ashley anymore. They used to friends. Best friends, according to Ashley, even though Julia doesn't like to talk about their friendship. But you managed to come between them. Because your girlfriend is jealous of your sister. Pretty fucked up to be jealous of, you told her. She got all quiet about that. No retort or shouting match. Somehow that's worse.

You thought you could have your cake and eat it but instead you made them compete for your time and attention, didn't you? You try to tell yourself you didn't want that. That you didn't know it would be like that. But in hindsight it was obvious, wasn't it?

Considering how much time you spent with her you should remember better. But when you try to picture her it all blurs. When you try to recall her eyes all you see a pink haze. A beautiful pink that catches your breath and flutters in your chest.

You sigh again. You wish you could just not think about this. Not think like this. You wish you could take your mind off this... stuff. But with Ashley being so fucking weird lately you don't really have any distraction. She's always been close to you, even making weird flirty jokes sometimes, but taking it to a new level like this... Fuck! Why?? Why now??

Well, because she's a crazy bitch, obviously. And she's probably just at that age. A late bloomer or something. If you weren't in this endless quarantine now would probably be about the time she'd go out and sink her claws into a boy properly. Find some soft little bassist from some shitty local band who she mocks with the tales about the men who take her to dive bars and ravage her softness in the backs of their vans and who drain her warmth and fill her with reeking filth and leave her alone in the dark in some shitty part of town. Your heart quickens and you begin to overheat. You feel... angry. At what or who you don't really know, but you hate the feeling. You hate thinking about this, but you know she's not going to end up with anyone worth a damn. It'd be best for everyone if she never dated anyone at all.

You want to go to her. Your hand clenches reflexively. But fuck, after the other day... You shudder, and shake off your little flash of rage.

"Whacha readin'?"

Her voice makes you jump.

"Fuck! Jesus Ashley, don't sneak up on me like that!" She can't really help it. Sat on the couch your back is to the rest of the apartment. Who knew she could ever be quiet though?

"It's only me. Who else is gonna be here dipshit? Unless you were, in the middle of something...? Want me to go? Orrrrr want me to stay?" There's her fucking smirk again, and she laughs her light melodic little giggle. At least she's fully dressed today, from what you can tell.

"I was just... thinking. Nothing weird like you seem to hope, you creep!" Her smirk vanishes and she looks you dead, bored almost, clearly not convinced. And it occurs to you with some shame that she's right. You were thinking about her being fucked, and it was getting you flushed. Only because she'd no longer be your problem anymore, right? Riiiight. Keep telling yourself that, stud.

"Mmhmm. So what are you reading?" She bends over the couch by you, draping her arms over your shoulders. The contact makes you want to shiver but you hold it in. Though under your sleeves you can feel the hair on your arms start to rise.

You realise you're holding a book open on your lap. Man you're completely on autopilot.

"Oh... Wordsworth, I think, or-" You check the cover "No, Robert Burns."

"Uh-huh. Did he write anything I'd know?"

"I don't know. You should have at least heard of him. He's extremely famous." Keep it light. Bore her.

"Famous for a poet maybe, which makes him maybe about as actual-famous as like a TV dog, or the dead kings of some dumb country that doesn't exist anymore." She laughs.

"Fuck you Ashley, what the fuck are you talking about?"

"I'm just making conversation. Blow-" She hesistates for a split second. Her face is close to yours still. "Blow it out your dick."

You can't really hide the wince. Weird. Still weird. Less than it was though. Maybe you're getting over it. Freak.

You try to press on. "Whatever, people know poets"

"Only nerds. Nerds who want to be poets and study poetry" She's pushing your buttons. And literally prodding at your cheeks with her bony little fingers. You play it off annoyed but you don't fight her prodding.

"Fuck off Ashley, even you know Auld Lang Syne!" You're rising to it.

"Hahaha, what, that nonsense thing that losers sing at Christmas?" She's mocking you. She's clearly mocking you. Stop fucking rising to her jibes.

"It's fucking New Years you dumb fuck! You'd know that if anyone had ever fucking invited you to anything." Well, good job. Why do you always do this?

Her face drops, wounded, and your heart sinks. She stands up straight, away from you, leaning on her palms on the back of the couch. She's not touching you anymore, you note ruefully.

"Thanks, Andy. Well remembered. Nobody likes me..." You piece of shit. You let the name go for now.

"Ashley I- fuck. Whatever. It doesn't matter, does it? It's not like you'd want to go to anything like that? I hate that stuff too." She isn't looking at you. Just downcast.

"I know, it's just... you get invited at least. People WANT you there. People LIKE you. Nobody invites me to shit. Nobody wants me anywhere..." She's getting quieter. Sulking. You'd prefer her like that. Mind far off your body. But you still feel like you have to dig your way out of it.

"I... want you there. And when I get invited to things I ask if you can go too... I don't want to leave you behind."

"Yeah which is why you always end up not going. Because they always say to leave your weird little fuck-up ugly sister at home. I'm the reason I don't have any friends and I'm the reason you don't have any friends either." You've never told her that but she's right. You are usually told in no uncertain terms not to bring her to anything. Dig deep for this one.

You leap up. "I don't care about anything like that. If they invite me and not you then they're not my friends anyway. Because you and me... we're... together. If they want to like me then they need to like us both, right? If they don't like you then they don't really like me, so fuck 'em all. I choose you, every time. Even if it's just the two of us..." Airtight logic, Andrew. Now try to believe it.

Ashley glances up. You've taken the teeth out of what was troubling her. She sighs, shakes her head, and then smiles at you. A warm bright smile.

"You're the best, Andy!"

"It's Andrew. And yes, I know." You smile as well. You feel like you can breathe for the first time in days.

You sit back down, and Ashley vaults over the back of couch, her head plopping into your lap, and your hand seeks out her hair almost by instinct. Clutching a lock of it, you begin twirling it absent-mindedly.

"You really like your dorky poets, huh? I bet you've read all of these things cover to cover already anyway."

"Oh... yeah, I guess. I wasn't really reading it. Just... thinking.

"Oh? Whatcha thinking about?" She reaches up to prod your cheek again and you turn away a little from it to smile, but she still smushes your cheek.

"Nothing really. Everything. I just... I really wanna get out of here..."

Ashley drops her hand and stares straight ahead at the ceiling. "I know. Think they're ever gonna let us go?"

"I don't know. Fuck it, I did at first... Or, well, I guess I thought the parasites were gonna kill us within a few days or something. But then we didn't die or even get sick or anything. So I figured they'd let us go. But nobody's come back to check up on us except our fucking prison guards. And now they're not feeding us even so... Yeah, no, I think we're gonna die in here." You don't know how much you believe this. After all, you're talking about your death and hers with no feeling. You just feel that same gentle anxiety you've had for the last few days. An anticipation like a coiled spring ready to pop. Or maybe you just always knew that this shitty apartment would be your tomb. What a miserable fucking way to end a life barely lived.

Ashley isn't saying anything. Just looking forlornly past you still.

"Parasites or starvation?" She asks after a minute, her face still impassive.

"What, to die of?"

"Yeah! Would you rather the parasites kill you, or would you rather starve to death?" She's way too excited about this already.

"Is cutting my own fucking throat an option here?" You ask with a sigh.

"Nope!" She pokes your face again, and then draws the same finger across your neck, which gives you another echo of a shiver. "You have to choose! Parasites or starving!"

"We don't even know what these fucking parasites are supposed to do! We don't know if we're even infested and if so by what! Nobody gave us any fucking info or a name or anything. Are they in our brains? Our bowels? Our lungs? Our fucking eyes? Are they worms or eggs or what? Are they going to eat our eyes or make us shit ourselves to death, like we're fucking urchins in a weaving mill or something?"

Ashley wrinkles her nose at your ideas. "Eww. You know way too much about parasites."

"Well I know plenty about you. My favourite parasite. And I know you already had worms in your brain and you've lived with those!" You ruffle her hair and she squirms under your hand. So soft.

"Hey! That's mean!" She laughs and fixes her hair.

You fall into an easy silence, picking over her earlier question.

"Well I guess if I have to choose. I'd want it to be quick. Instant ideally. Nothing to think about and then, blam, no more thoughts at all. One and done and finished. So I guess out of the options... Parasites isn't exactly romantic but it sounds quicker than to famish."

She nods, accepting your logic.

"What about you?"

"Oh, neither." She answers easily.

"No, you have to choose one of them. That's the game, idiot."

"No I don't! Fuck it! I'm not like you. I don't want to die, silly. I'm not going to. Not of those things and not ever."

"I don't think you understand the game and you asked the fucking question." What a pain. She must be delirious. She just smiles and goes back to staring off vacantly for a second.

"I'm bored. Is there anything to eat?"

"We ate yesterday. We'll be fine today. We'll eat again tomorrow. We're rationing, remember?"

"Fuck, why even bother? If we're both dead what are we even bothering trying to survive for?"

"I don't know it just... doesn't feel right to give up, does it? If those fuckers want us to die, living is kind of all the rebellion we have left. Really stick it to 'em. And maybe something will give eventually. What happened to never dying?" You're trying to keep it postitive, maybe out of character for you but Ashley nods, seeming to take in what you're saying.

"Is there really that much out there worth staying alive for?" She stands, which she's clearly too exhausted to do with any grace or ease, and goes to the window, looking out. Evening is falling. Beyond the balcony, dusk in the city is grey and orange. Even on clear nights you don't see stars. Barely the moon. The whole world outside is a haze of sodium lights and car smog. With an inspiring view like this, her question is valid.

Still, the view isn't ALL bad. Stop it. Ashley's top clings nicely to her little waist. Stop it. And her shorts are baggy, but around her hips... STOP IT. Around her HIPS they hug very nicely, showing off the lovely shape of her ASS.

Sigh. You really can't help yourself, can you? You really are a sick fuck. You can put it down to the fact you haven't felt comfortable enough to take care of yourself in the last few days, and are getting pent up, but that's still your sister. Your sister whom you're fairly sure wants it anyway. What better way would there be to rebel against this world than to-

A twisting jolt in your stomach stops you. You cannot start thinking like that. You can't start bargaining with yourself about this. It's wrong, top to bottom. It's like you don't know yourself. You feel a burning echo of... how it felt. To be touched. Not Julia's soft little hands, but the rough mocking grip of Ashley.

Ashley spins to face you, chest pushed out and arms gripping the windowsill. She doesn't miss where you were looking. Nor does she miss your gaze raking upwards across her figure. She smirks. She always does.

"Weeeeeell? Iiiiis there anything out there worth living for?"

You don't know why you say it. I guess you're done giving much of a fuck, but without really thinking, you mention her.

"I miss Julia-" You know that's the wrong thing to say. Possibly the worst. Ashley's mood immediately sours. Why did you do this? But she doesn't yell. She just pinches the bridge of her nose and sighs.

"I know, Andrew. You miss Julia. You miss Mom. You miss the outside world because there's sooo much there for you. All the women out there are sooo special to you. You want to leave this quarantine and leave me far behind..."

"I don't want to leave you behind Ashley... I never have. I meant it when I said I chose you."

"You keep saying that, but you keep wanting to get back to her. To Julia. I'm not fucking stupid you know. I know why. I'm not naive and I'm not a kid. You... She- You have, haven't you?"

Heat rises in you. This shit again.

"Fucking hell Ashley, why are you so obsessed with this? Why won't you let this go? I'm allowed to have a fucking girlfriend and I'm allowed to want to spend some time with her. I'm a human being for fuck's sake."

"I'm not asking if you're a human, Andy, I'm asking about what she's done to you!"

"Fuck! Yes! Of course we have! We've been dating for like three years now or something! In that time we have indeed fucked, sister of mine!"

Ashley is silent, and stock still.

"And...?"

"And what? Should I have got your permission? A written slip of assent from you? A letter of fucking marque?" The idiotic analogy sets you off laughing but Ashley isn't impressed at all. She waits for you to stop, and stays silent long enough for the tension to start to get to you.

"And? WHAT did you do? And how was it?"

"Ashley, why the fuck do you want to know this? It's gross!"

"The only gross thing is that you did it with her first."

"Fuck off. She's..." You trail off and she waits for you.

"Go on, what is she?" You're struggling here. Julia. Poor fragile, weepy Julia.

"She's... nice."

"I'M NICE. I could BE NICE if anyone gave me the fucking chance!" She's rounding on you. Striding up to you, in your face now. She's livid, spitting acid.

"Why? Why are you being like this? Why is this about you and me?"

"Because it's ALL about you and me! Did she... Have you... really fucked her?"

"YES, Ashley, I've fucked her. We've fucked. As much as you tried to drag me away from her at every chance, she and I found time to sometimes have sex."

Ashley is quiet now. Cold fury resides behind her eyes.

"...When? How much?"

"I don't know, fuck, a few dozen times or something? Whenever I'd head over to her dorm and we had the place to ourselves. Again, I'm wondering what fucking business of yours it is."

She sighs. "And all the other times? All those little coffee dates and walks down the boardwalk or the park?"

"Do you even hear yourself? What the fuck are you even suggesting? That every time we'd get coffee we'd do it under the fucking table? Or that I'd throw her down in the bushes every time we went outside? Are you fucking dumb? Seriously. You know Julia, she's not... like that."

She sighs again. Seemingly a little more content about something.

"Okay. I guess in that case... It doesn't really count."

"Doesn't- what?"

"Her. And you. It doesn't matter."

"Well fucking finally, I'm glad we agree on something."

"Using that dumb piece of trash's slutty hole a few dozen times or so, it's just like... Well it's more like using your hand. If your hand was really gross and loose!" She laughs at her own little jibe.

"Ashley..."

"It's fine. Dump as much cum into that frigid slut as you want. I know she doesn't really love you. She just loves the attention and wants to get back at me. And you... I know you don't really love her. Because you never chose her. And if you're fucking without loving, well... it's like you aren't really, isn't it?"

"Fucking hell Ashley this is... Can you please just leave her alone?"

She rounds on you again.

"Fuck you. I'm just trying to look out for you and trying to keep all these whores from ruining you. It's a miracle you're not already damaged goods after dipping your dick in her so much. But thanks to me, you're still a pure plain virgin. Like fresh-fallen snow!" There is a strange look in her eye you don't like at all.

"Look, what the fuck does it matter to you whether or not I'm a virgin?"

"Ha! Think about it! I know you hate yourself and I know Julia doesn't care about you, so if you think, that thing the other day was the first time being made to cum by someone who loves you! Isn't that special Andy?"

At this, you've heard about enough. You stand to get out of there, not that there's anywhere you can go, but Ashley stops you. She grabs you from behind in a tight embrace.

"Oh Andy... My sweet innocent little Andy... Still a virgin at 22... So sad..." Her mock concern sets a part of you burning.

Her hands are on you, wrapped around you and stroking your midsection. The softness of her slight body is pressed against your back in a way of which you're becoming painfully aware. There is heat between you. It's hard to focus and stay angry with her this close. She burrows her face into your back and stifles a giggle. The warm exhale, now familiar, freezes you. Also familiar is the black cloud spreading in your brain. It hurts less this time, but is no less dreadful for that.

"W-well you're a virgin at 20... Is that sad?"

She slinks around you. Arms still holding you in place, while your body wills you to be anywhere else, and your brain disobeys.

"Yes Andy, it is sad. In fact..." Her face is close to yours, smirking again and she lays her head on your shoulder. Her hands begin their caress of your lower abdomen.

"Why don't we forget all this? Get something to... eat maybe? Talk it out over dinner?"

She laughs at the suggestion.

"I don't really want to talk to you right now Andrew." She raises her head from your shoulder, turning into your neck as you blush, and plants a little kiss there. One arm around your back, her other hand is stroking the top of your thigh. It doesn't matter what you're willing to happen anywhere, your body is responding to this as you would expect. It's happening now. And she can tell.

"...There's my good Andy..." She caresses your erection through your jeans. Softly this time, not with the rough grip she used on the couch. The touch sends a ripple of lightning through every nerve you have, and your knees almost buckle from the little jolt.

"Oh myyy, what was that noise? We'll have to make that one again!" She giggles, giddy with her own power now. She moves to stand right in front of you and kisses you for the second time, hard, on the mouth. You feel radioactive. And with her free hands she begins to unbutton your jeans. It takes her only a moment and then you're standing there, your hard dick jutting out for all to see.

Ashley seems transfixed. You're transfixed. Nothing here makes any sense. She pokes and prods and bats around your erection like she's a cat and it's a new toy she's figuring out. She attempts a few tentative strokes and you manage to hold in the little moans that threaten to batter their way out of your mouth. However when she kneels down to it, pushing her breasts together to give you as much cleavage as possible, and begins to softly lick the head of it, you can't keep that noise under wraps.

"Fuh-fuck Ash-Ashley! Stop!!"

She giggles again, gleefully clapping her hands together.

"Oh this is so much fun! No wonder the sluts loved you so much!" And she takes it all in her mouth in one swift motion.

It feels... bad. You feel her teeth, and you feel her mouth, too tight, dry, cold. She takes it all though, and looks up at you, eyes watering at the effort. Then all at once she falls back, coughing and retching, and giving a quick dry heave.

She takes a few shaky breaths and gasps.

"I bet- Julia- never- took it like that."

"You can't... Can't be doing this because of Julia, are you?"

She doesn't answer, just smiling up at you with wet-eyed little bliss. You can't look at her like this. Kneeling before you. Your heart hammers against your ribs as it pumps fire around your body and you feel faint.

You put your hand on her head. To push her away. You grab a fistful of her hair. Just to get her away from you. You drag her back up into her kneeling position. Surely to somehow stop her doing what she just did. And then with your free hand, you hold her chin, opening her mouth.

She starts to try to say something, but you don't let her. Holding her hair you drag her mouth back down onto you. It's still bad. Still painful and dry and toothy, but it's shutting her the fuck up. Shutting her dumb bitch mouth for a second so you can think. But you're not thinking. You're kicking her, pushing her back against the wall. Giving her no room even to move. You look down at her with all the spite you can muster, as she looks up as you, mouth full of your dick and eyes still overflowing with bliss.

She gags as you fuck her mouth. Fuck her whole head, really. But she can't move or resist. You stop thrusting, and push yourself as deep into her mouth as you'll go. Deeper and deeper you can see her concern growing and feel her throat spasm in protest but you don't care. Fuck her. After holding it for a few seconds she starts trying to move, side to side for some sort of escape. Your hands are still on her head though, holding her in place. She begins to redden. She can't breathe. Her eyes start to loose focus and her eyelids droop until right at the last second she brings up a free hand and scratches you hard across the abdomen.

You reel with the sharp, sickening pain, and stagger backwards. Hot lances of hurt shoot up your body.

Ashley again is gasping for air. She isn't upset. There's blood under her nails. "Well tha-" You slap her hard in the face. So hard she falls to the floor, herself reeling now. Fighting through the radiating pain, you reach down to her and grab one of her slender wrists. You can't let this go.

And as you begin to drag her to your shared room against her giggling protestations, there is a miracle. Salvation.

"Open up! Food delivery!"

Hammering on the door. The Warden.

"Anyone in there? Anyone alive?" Ice has replaced the fire in your veins. You feel clammy. Like a spotlight has caught you stealing something precious.

You snap out of this... this mess. Food. A delivery. You look at Ashley with clear eyes now, and she looks at you. Her smirking girlish nonsense dropped for the moment. You pull her to standing and she joins you. You turn away from her as you button up your jeans, and she heads for the door, more than a little dumbstruck.

She is a mess. Her eyeliner and mascara have run down her face following the tears. She has a big obvious red mark on her cheek from your slap. Her hair is a ruffled mess. And her mouth and chin are wet with drool, to which a few wayward strands of her hair are sticking. Mortification overtakes you as all she does to correct her appearance is to fix her top, pulling it down to expose more of her chest, and letting a little of the saliva on her face fall into her cleavage in an obvious strand. Satisfied, she unlocks the inner lock, and the door swings open to reveal the Warden, indeed pushing a trolley with bags of what appears to be random assorted groceries.

"Oh, you're still- woah." He notices her obviously-just-fucked appearance.

She puts on her most oblivious girly voice. She sounds ridiculous. Like a dumb whore.

"Hello! I was just... playing... with my brother!" You wish you could die. You need to. Please. "Are all these for us?"

"N-no. Just two!" He fights to regain his composure. "There's only two of you in here, right?"

"Yep! Just me and my wonderful big brother!" She announces brightly, gesturing to you

The Warden looks past her at you, seemingly dispassionate. Then looks down to see the obvious erection you have, which despite this mortification isn't going down fast enough. You don't need to be a mind-reader to feel his disgust radiating. It matches your own.

"Are you suuuuure we can't we get... a little extra?" Ashley is flirting. Pits open within you. Deeper and darker than hell. The Warden is obviously leering at her exposed cleavage. Something inky and black is swimming in your head. You want them both dead. Dead and in pain forever.

"Well, if you get one extra that means someone else... ah fuck it, quicker delivery round. Take three." And he hands her the promised bags.

Ashley jumps up and down a little in feigned glee, giving an excellent performance in mammary gymastics to the Warden, and takes three bags of groceries from the Warden setting them down beside the door and thanking the Warden as she re-locks the door from the inside, and he from the outside.

Your head feels like the whole tide is rushing through it. Your stomach is gnawing and empty except for the red gouges in your flesh where she struck. To fight you off. Ashley is back upon you. "Now, where were w-" You slap her again. And again. She keeps her face turned away after that. And is silent.

No.

No no no.

No.

~~~~~

YOU ARE ASHLEY.

Yes. Yes yes yes! Ohhh, yes!

Andy's locked himself in the bathroom leaving you to only imagine what he's doing to himself in there. The naughty tease! You can see him now, gently caressing the little marks you made on him as he strokes himself silly. And you before him waiting for him to cover you with love! The thought makes you want to squeal with glee. To dance. To stomp your feet and jump for joy!

He's going to be a little bitch about this as well, remember? He'll be sullen, maybe for longer than before. Or, maybe not. He didn't even cum this time, so he'll still want it. Ha! Haha! It could be days, or it could be hours, until you can hold him and take him inside of you and love him like he needs to be loved. And he'll see that he loves you too, so so much and he won't need anyone else, ever.

You wish Julia could have been here to see that. To see him fucking your mouth like you know she wouldn't let him. No... Her punishment would be worse. Tie her down and let Andy hurt her like he wants to. Really show her what he's like. What he wants. What he needs and what she can't give her. But you can. Then let her watch that, the brother-stealing little cunt. Then, just toy with her. Ruin her slutty holes and then stitch them shut forever. Shave her head. Carve your name in those fat cow tits of hers and flay her of every fucking little freckle on her obnoxious little face, and pluck out those lusty fucking eyes. Give her some real scars to cry about. So she can never even look at him again. And so he can never fuck her again without seeing you. Not that he'd want to at that point! Nobody ever would again!

Hate and lust make a heady concoction in your fucked up brain, apparently. No, you just have a healthy fantasy life. It'd be okay to indulge a little bit.

But anyway, Julia isn't here and she never will be. She's a distant problem. Andy could be out any minute. He could fall upon you at any time. Like an ancient warrior on a captured concubine. He could make you crawl. Beg. And then serve.

You need to be ready. You're clearly already wet enough, but are you overdressed? No, this is fine. Something about him undressing you with force sounds fun.

And food. Food! Of course. You have no idea what your rations were already looking like but this should surely last you a few weeks more. Maybe longer. Plenty of time to say goodbye to everything with the one you love, with enough strength in your bodies to ensure you stroll hand-in-hand into the deepest circles of Hell.




Chapter 3: Dare
Chapter Text
YOU ARE ANDREW.

You can't breathe. You can't move. Every single thought leads back to that image. That image of Ashley, her mouth wrapped around you. You hated it. You need to have hated it. Why did you do that? You've fucked everything up. Everything. Everything is ruined now. You're going to ruin her. Scare her. She's going to leave you alone forever you fucking idiot. Why the fuck have you done this?

Your forehead is clammy. The image just runs around your head over and over and over. The grotesque wet noise of her mouth pumping away against you, gagging and sucking and taking hard lusty breaths between.

You can't breathe. Really this time. Something is stuck. Inside you. Your airway is blocked. Something twists painfully inside you. Choking. Panic overtakes you, and you jump up off the couch.
With half a stagger you rush to the bathroom just in time to begin retching into the filthy toilet. Retching as you think about the head of your dick pounding at the back of your sister's throat. Sensation, thought, and memory, swirling together in this living nightmare. Nothing comes up, not even bile, Those retches make your jaw ache and force your eyes shut with the twisting pain in your empty stomach. Just as well. You don't have the calories to lose.

You gasp for air, able to breathe again. Resting your head on the toilet, you consider how easy it would be to drown yourself in it. The water line is too low down. Plus it's filthy. You'd be better off filling the sink, but you know once you started you'd definitely pussy out completely. Waste of time. About the toilet, you should really get Ashley to clean-

Your eyes snap shut again. Ashley, your beloved sister, whose mouth you fucked yesterday. You really are fucked up. A cruel man in a cold, cold world.

You can't. You can't be this way. You can't move and you can't think and you can't function. You want to destroy something. Anything. You punch the wall next to you and pain bends its way through your hand. You want to drive your head through the wall. Through the floor. Anything. You think you might scream. Maybe you do. In the clamour it's hard to tell. You're trapped. Everything is closing and crushing. Again your throat catches and whatever evil thing there is inside of you blocks your windpipe. It feels solid and living and radiating with hate. The world loses focus, and for a moment as your brain is starved of oxygen you feel peace and calm that it's all finally ending.

But then she's there. On the floor, with you.

"Hey... Hey... It's okay..."

She's cradling you. Soothing. Rubbing your head with one hand and holding you close to her chest with the other. Knelt under you. You can feel her little breaths. Her warmth. The warmth of her body and the warmth of her hands. You are weak, and so tired. And she's there. Not alone. Not forever. You let yourself fall slack in her arms, turning your face into her. You wish you could cry but tears don't come. If anything catches your throat again you're going to throw up. No sobs in there. Just bile. Not even bile anymore. Maybe you've been starved so long you're empty of everything but sin and hate and ash. But, it's okay. You can breathe, face pressed up against Ashley's chest. Inhaling and exhaling a warmth from and to her that nourishes you. Some heat returns to your core.

Ashley notices your calming breathing.

"It's okay Andy, I'm here... I've got you..." She doesn't let you go. "What happened to your hand?" She asks, real concern in her voice.

You don't answer, you can't. But she takes your aching hand and plants a gentle kiss on your knuckles. It hurts where her lips touch you. But right now you feel steady. Floating. Like lying on a lake of tar. She curls your hands together between you. Nestling.

At length you come around. She continues to pet and soothe you for some time. You've no idea how long. Maybe you even sleep a little. When you find energy to speak, your head is aching and dull.

"Thank you... Leyley..."

She tries not to flinch at the name. But you notice. Maybe only you would. A little catch of the breath. A little twinge under one eye. You hate noticing. You hate that the name means something.

You manage to drag yourself up into sitting. Leyley's kneeling behind you, kneeling still and gently rubbing your back. Her hands are soft and gentle, and you want to melt into the sensation. You want to be small and free and sleep in the softness. You want anything but what your life currently is.

She shuffles up behind you, and wraps her arms around you. Her embrace is tight. You lay back into her, concious that if you fall entirely into her arms you'd probably both fall over. But you lay a little weight into her. To let her know you're there.

Everything feels grey. So tired and so thin. You reach back to Leyley, and rest a hand on her warm thigh. You will some of that warmth into yourself. It doesn't work, really, but it feels nice to be touching her. You wish you could touch her more. You wish you could be in bed, like you used to be. Holding her as she sleeps on you. You think of Julia, and feeling her curves and softness. You long for that, for that connection. You see yourself lying in the moonlight with Leyley curled around you. Wrapped around you, like a snake. Dozing together to beat the nightmares, like when you were kids. Her little smirk so close to you. Those soft lips of hers parting a little as she says a name. Your name. Your name.

You move to stand. She stays knelt, looking up you, a little look of quiet joy blossoming your way. She's pleased to have been there for you, it seems. You offer her a hand.

"C'mon."

She looks at your hand, and at you, and her smile falters a little. But she takes it.

~~~~~

YOU ARE ASHLEY.

Andy's different. Something about him is changing. You're not sure of things when he gets like this. All sullen and moody. He's freaking out a lot more than before. You've been putting him through a lot. Dragging him kicking and screaming to where he's supposed to be, what he's supposed to be for you. Whatever. He's a dork but he'll get used to this. He'll enjoy it if he lets himself. You and he could be having such a good time, but he's getting in his own way again. Freaking out about pointless stuff. So fucking annoying. Once again, you'll be picking up the slack.

It really does bother you. You kind of want to take him to task over it. Get some sort of apology for all of both of your time he's wasting by being so unsure all the time. But you shouldn't right now. He's being weird. And when he's being weird he goes to extremes. The last time he was weird like this was when you had your job at the record shop. All you did was tell him a few tall tales about how nice your manager was and he got all upset. He started spending a lot of time with Julia after that. You know he did it out of spite. That's probably when he started fucking her, and all just to get at you. Bitch. But, as you've told him, that doesn't count. You're very forgiving. Him using your silly little friend to jerk off doesn't bother you. Not a bit.

You can see them together. Wrapped up in her filthy sheets. Pressing herself against him with her whorish body, him, blushing and unsure but going along with it out of awkwardness. Her slutty idiotic moans as she makes him-

The vision twists in your mind and you catch it by the tail before it can scurry away. You snap its neck between your teeth and swallow it whole. Exhale. You're unbothered. Unlike Andy you don't have the luxury to fret and suffer and moan like a child about these things. You have to be the strong one. You have to show Andy how to live.

You follow his scream to the bathroom. He hasn't locked it. Practically an invitation. And you find him down there in a heap, weeping and weak. You wonder what's bothering him so much but you know better than to ask in that moment. You comfort him, and try and give him as much love and affection and reassurance as he seems to need.

When he stands and offers you his hand, you don't know who you're looking at. There's something unknown going on behind his eyes. Too much maybe. Or too little. But you take the offered hand, and he pulls you into a warm standing embrace. His arms wrap around you first and then slowly his hands drop to your hips. Your body tingles where he touches you but your unease persists. Has he finally made it through what was bothering him? No... That'd be too easy. Too soon. The need for caution remains. Caution and patience.

You think he's going to lead you to the couch so he can sit and stare into space and play with your hair until the TV comes on, so you're a little surprised when he leads you instead to your bed. It's too early to sleep. It's barely afternoon. A little flutter of anticipation writhes within you. You want to know what he wants. You don't want him to take things too far. You want it to come from you.

He positions you in front of your bed, and with a single finger, pushes on your chest so you fall down into sitting on it. Like pushing over a domino. He gestures for you to lay down and you do, scootching back to make room for him to lay next to you. His face remains impassive still, as if he's doing this with the casual disinterest with which he'd do the laundry. Or take out the trash. Or Julia. You wonder if he's about to fuck you like he fucked her. Measure you against her and see which he prefers. If he tries he can fuck off. Not like this. A dull icy feeling comes from somewhere within. If he really wanted to, could you stop him?

Well if you can't, no sense worrying about it now. You can make him pay later if he dares treat you like he treats his whore.

He strips off his shirt and the icy feeling persists. Vexing. You can feel yourself start to sweat. You're getting actually nervous. Unusual for you, and you hate it. His face remains impassive as he considers you lying there. And then he climbs in next to you, more tingling as a hand roves over your hip. But rather than make any sort of move on you, he buries his head into your shoulder, and lays still.

You wonder whether to say anything. You don't like him being inscrutable like this. It feels like stumbling around in the dark. Maybe you overdid it the other day. Say the wrong thing now and he might end up wanting to hurt you more than he wants to... yeah.

But still, the moment is nice. You reach up and push a hand through his messy hair, and he sighs a little into your shoulder. You push it through again, and start to gently rub his scalp. This seems to be what he needs because before too long he speaks.

"Ashley... What's wrong with us?"

No use playing coy right now. He's being a little too serious to take that well.

"I don't know. I don't think there's anything wrong with... this."

He rolls over some to take his face out of its burrow.

"I know. I mean, you seem untroubled by this shit. I don't know what that makes you. And I don't know what it means about me that I..." He doesn't finish. But you can roughly guess what's troubling him.

"I don't want this." He continues "I don't want to be like this. Not with you and not with anyone. Sometimes I feel like there's no way I can ever be happy feeling this way with anyone. That it'd be better for me and better for everyone if I just lived all by myself forever. Out of everyone's way."

A hot little flash of rage sparks in you and you try to keep it under control. He's being open at least, even if he is telling you that he wants to leave you alone forever.

"I think..." you begin, trying to keep it calm. Trying to relate. "I think this is... okay? I mean, it's always just been us, hasn't it? We're as close as two people could ever be. We've been together all our lives. Mom and Dad were never there for me and they were barely there for you. Same deal with friends and... yeah. It's always just been the two of us and trying to change that has always been a fucking disaster." Not that you've ever tried to change that. You're hoping he gets the hint about Julia. "Whatever's wrong with me is wrong with you too. Whatever makes them hate me makes them hate you too. So I guess..."

He hasn't said anything. But he's listening.

"I guess none of it matters. Nothing else has."

He says nothing.

"Whatever I am, you are too." You insist, hopefully. Kiss me you fucking coward. You want this too. You know you do. You boop him on the tip of his nose. His eyes are narrow and his expression is suspicious and doesn't change under your withering boop. He sighs again and his head burrows again into your shoulder.

You rub his hair some more, and after a few strokes rub his bare back as well. Making your little counting game of his ribs. Sticking like an old dog. Thin and wiry this one. But strong, still. His hands can be like mean little vices and you can beat your little fists against his chest and he won't flinch. His own fists, you've never felt. Though with his skinny knuckles a punch would be more likely to lacerate you than bludgeon.

The thought occurs again. If he wanted to. REALLY wanted to. He could. You can feel danger radiating from him in a way it never has before. Touching him now seems... risky. You stop rubbing his back, but not too quickly. You can feel your pulse in your forehead. Fear and a little excitement. The need for care is so annoying.

"Turn around." His voice is quiet.

You do so, rolling away from him. Taking a last look, he isn't looking at you. He's looking down at your body. Impassive still. You face the wall and curl up slightly. He slots in behind you, an arm going under your head and a hand resting low on your hip. This is... nice. Your thigh thrums with a sickening energy where he's touching you. His crotch is pressed into your ass. The hard angles of his jeans, the zip, the buttons, pressing roughly into your softer shorts. Your mind stops on this arrangement, and your body responds. You can feel yourself becoming wetter, even as you're afraid.

Another vision overtakes you, of you trapped between this wall and Andy. Real rock and hard place. An arm wrapping around your neck. Another stripping you off. Trapped in this small place. Laid bare and devoured. Used like an object. Twisted inside and out by Andy's vilest impulses as he empties himself into you and onto you with animal rapture. Kept like prey too good to eat. And you, fighting and yelling even as your obvious heat makes lies of your protests.

Your body aches. You scream inside for any stimulation. You need it and you hate to need it. God, why now??

"Knock it off..." Andy commands, flatly.

You snap out of it. You become dimly aware that your idiotic need had you gently gyrating your hips in want of any pleasure. Fuck. Right into Andy's crotch. You're not sure, but you think you can feel him hardened behind you. Fear has left you, replaced with a kind of lusty drunkness.

"B-but... what if I don't WANT to?" You lunge backwards, grinding your ass hard into him for emphasis in a big sweeping motion. He's definitely hard. He doesn't flinch or even move against your grind. He really is quite strong. At least compared to you.

He says nothing for a while, since you have stopped. Maybe he won't rise to your provocation. Bummer. But after a little while he speaks.

"Then I'm going to make you."

It's a very corny line. Maybe an attempt at flirting? In fact it's lame in a way that kinda bugs you. Maybe he's not so dangerous after all. Fucking hell. You were so worked up over this dweeb.

"You don't have the guts. If it bothers you so much, go sleep in your own bed." You're finding yourself more and more annoyed by his dorky flirt. Like you're some kind of giggling tramp pretending to care what he thinks about poetry to get close to him. Maybe that would work on some dumb desperate slut but you know his attempt at authority is as thin as he is. Stupid wannabe badboy.

He doesn't have the guts, as it turns out. Simply shooting back a tired "Fuck you, Ashley." As if he would.

You flip around, knocking his hand away from your hip and facing him closely.

"Aww, don't be like thaaat! I'm just teasing, you naughty boy. Actually, I'm feeling a little... pent up. If you wouldn't mind giving me some privacy for a few minutes..." You keep it playful. He looks grey. He won't go for it.

"Ashley... Can we just... I just want to be here... For a little. Can't you wait?"

"What are you trying to keep me repressed? Trying to get me to deny my natural womanly needs?! For shame, Andrew! For shame!" You run your free hand over your curves. His eyes follow your hand over your body.

He grins "Nothing could repress you, Ashley."

You grin back. He's goddamn right. And he needs to know it. And so, keeping your eyes locked on to his, you wipe the grin off his face by slipping a hand down the front of your pants.

His eyes widen and his shock is immediate. You let your own eyelids droop slightly with the pleasure. And it is pleasurable. Little hot waves of it, so satisfying to rub your clit after such aching need. You're unreasonably wet but caring about the mess is in the very back of your mind right now. Rubbing yourself in small circles the pleasure builds a swirling core in your lower body, and your legs start filling with a fluffly numbness.

With your other hand, you touch Andy. His hard hollow chest, and then up to his neck, wrapping the hand around it and caressing him sensuously as you moan. Then up to his face, cradling his cheek and holding his face so close to yours as your rub yourself into a frenzy.

Straining through the effort but refusing to stop pleasuring yourself, you plant a gentle kiss on Andy's shocked mouth. So soft and so warm that sends a jolt of pleasure up your body. Then you bury your face in his chest.

Stiffly, and awkwardly, he wraps his arms around you, bringing you in to his embrace. Pressed up against him the angle of your arm make it harder to rub your clit exactly but you don't stop. You need this. Need anything. He's got you now. Holding you as you are. You feel light. Elated.

The embrace stops all other movement. The silence of the room overtakes you. Just you and Andy. Breathing. His long and careful and quiet. Yours short and sharp and moaning. The little rustles of fabric as you keep pleasuring yourself in his arms.

Before too long, a few minutes maybe, your wrist starts to cramp from the continued effort and your clit is beginning to ache from overuse. Your core of pleasure slows and shrinks and withdraws from your limbs. You feel... not satisfied. But finished. For now. You stop, exhausted from the effort and the stimulation. You draw your hand out of your pants, messy and wet. You're tempted to offer it to Andy, but think better of it. You scootch back a little, breaking the hug he has you in. He's still looking shellshocked.

"Th-thanks, Andy..." He doesn't react.

Time to take the initiative then.

Reaching down with both hands, you unbutton his jeans at speed. Not daring and give him the distance and motion of taking them all the way off, you need him here and close and in the same headspace. Instead you work them, and his underwear down just enough to expose him. His penis is hard and juts upwards against you.

With care, you slather the wetness from your hand up and down him. His face still looks shocked until with that same wet hand, you grip him with some firmness and begin to gently work him up and down.

He rolls away from you and you worry for a second he's going to try and escape, but he lays still on his back, and presses the palms of his hands into his eyes. A better reaction than last time at least. You try to keep a steady rhythm. His dick is warm in your hands, and nicely lubricated. It feels so lovely to hold. Something about pleasuring like this feels so loving. Like petting a good dog. And he has been a good dog.

He can't hide his breath quickening. As your arm begins to cramp from the repetitive motion you lean up on an elbow to get a different angle for comfort, and bring your face up to his. His eyes are covered and his jaw is firmly shut. Those soft lips in a tight purse. But his breathing is fast now. Quickening more as your pump his dick.

You lean in close, planting little kisses on his reticent neck that have him shuddering. And then over him, as his mouth opens to breath harder and faster. Without breaking your arm's pumping rhythm you gather as much spit onto your tongue as you can, and then with a hot breath into his open mouth, start licking his soft lips with a wet messy tongue. Violating his mouth with a lewd mockery of a kiss.

Immediately your hand feels wetter and hotter. It takes you a fraction of a moment to realise why, as Andy shudders and shakes beneath you. He's cumming.

Slowing your effort you admire your work. Short little bursts of cum are filling your hand and shooting onto his exposed belly. You note that he's quite sexy covered in cum. It feels like somewhat of a waste though, spilling all this seed when in could be inside of you, or decorating you, or even just coating your panties to wear like a trophy.

You move downwards and give the head of his dick a quick lick. It tastes... bad. A mixture of your own sex and his cum. Blegh. That's that fantasy done with I guess.

You move back up to be by Andy, and gently release his dick from your grip. It flops down, shrinking now, slimey and spent. Your hand is messier than ever. You consider putting it inside of yourself in some kind of alluring display, but Andy doesn't really seem in the mood right now. Eyes still tightly shut and his breathing still fast and tense. Your saliva runs down his face undisturbed. You want to stick this hand right down his lame fucking throat and make him clean it all but you resist, contenting yourself with wiping it on his exposed chest. This gets no reaction from him either. Huh.

Sighing, you figure it's time to be the responsible one again. You get up, leaving him lying in your collected filth, and get a towel from the laundry. Wiping your own hand first, you kneel by the bed and carefully wipe Andy clean. Gently handing his flaccid cock as you clean it, it really does look silly when it's not aroused. His chest is easier. Fewer angles and facets. You finish by wiping the spit off his face, relishing the fact that the soiled towel is so close to his mouth. Gotta have some fun, right?

Dropping the towel when done, you climb back over Andy. Exhausted by all this effort and no longer buoyed by arounsal alone, you're feeling woozy now. Best to lay down before you collapse. He's not moved. Locked in some awful idiotic guilt thing or something, probably.

You rest your head on his shoulder and wonder if you'll drift off naturally before falling unconcious from malnourishment. But your last thoughts are of that aching need down below.

~~~~~

YOU ARE ANDREW.

You guess... It wasn't so bad... Was it? At least that time she was gentle. And you managed to restrain yourself. You didn't hurt her. That's the important thing. You know what you're like. Just let her have her fun. She's lonely. She needs you. Just don't fucking hurt her. You know what'll happen. You'll scare her. She'll see what you are and it'll scare her and you'll be alone. Like you deserve.

You can do this, can't you? You've lived in this place since you were kids. You've seen each other naked a tonne of times, right? You've jerked off in every room in the apartment. Even in your own bed while she was asleep across the room sometimes. It was just a need. Needs you have and needs she has and dealing with them doesn't have to be... weird... No more weird than it ever was...

Your justifications ring hollow in your own head. As Ashley gently snores against you and the waves of pleasure she just brought to you fade. You feel a grim clear-headedness. Whatever thing living in your throat that kept you from breathing before is purring now. Warm and happy. It needs this. You need this.

Ashley is warm against you. And out cold. You move her a little and strip off her top, gently. She won't come to for hours. You roll her back onto you, relishing her skin on your skin. Darkly and gently you run a hand over her warm body. So thin. But she always was. Never so bony though, but she's still well endowed. You cup a breast, and squeeze it softly, over her bra. She murmurs a little in her slumber but is too out of it to really respond. Still, the sound shoots ice into your chest.

Unwilling or unable to resist, you slip two fingers inside the cup, feeling the soft warm flesh. Just about the only softness that remains. Gently exploring, you find what you're looking for. You squeeze her soft little nipple between your fingers and relish the feeling of it turning to gooseflesh and then hardening under the stimulation. Leyley still doesn't stir.

Daring now, you push your whole hand inside her bra, cupping her soft breast in a generous handful. Leaning in, you press your lips up against her unconcious mouth and kiss her deeply.

Retreat now, from her mouth and from her clothes, you lie back, letting her come back to rest on you.

You fucking perv.

What?? Leyley's alseep, what the fuck does she care?

Not for Ashley's sake, for yours, you freak.

Nah, you're fine. She obviously wants this. You're allowed.

Don't you know what this sounds like? You're fucked...

Don't listen. It's fine. She'd thank you. Maybe with her mouth... Maybe you should show her... Grab that slender little neck of hers until her eyes roll...

Nah, you're fucked. You're going to scare her and she's going to leave like everyone will. Like you scared Julia. You NEED to stop this...

Black clouds wheel overhead as you play out this back and forth for some time. Eventually you come to admit, what's done is done. She went through with it this time. All the way. And you kept your cool and retreated inside yourself and then she was done with you. It's over. You can manage that, if it keeps her happy. Better her do that occasionally and stay happy than you constantly get into fights and she gets pushy and grabby and shitty about it. Why not just keep the fucking peace for a change? It's not like you get no enjoyment from it.

Whatever. For now the purring thing in your throat is quiet and happy. You can breathe. Leyley is soft and warm.

And as you look down at her again, her eyes are still closed as if asleep, but she is smirking the same smirk she always does when she knows she's got you.



